


’T was bitter eold one winter’s night, 

In London streets I saw a sipht, 

Au aged pair came tottering by, 

And as they pas-ed I heard a sigh: 

The old man said unto bis wife, 

‘* My dear, we svon shall end this life, 

After to-night the workhouse door 

May part us, love, for evermore,” . \ 











Chorus. 


The tears fell fast from both their eyes, 
She leaned upon his breast and sighed, 
’T was hard to see that scene in life, 


To part that dear old man and wife. 


Inside the workhouse door they went, 
Each one a different way was sent, 

She cried aloud, ‘*’ Iwill break my heart, 
If from my husband I must part; 

For fifty years I’ve been his wife, 

Pray do not part us in this life, 

Hungry we've been and faced the celd—- 


Pray do not part us now we're old!” 


Though in the workhouse they were cast, 

In comfort their last days should pass; 

She said, ‘‘ Good-bye,” inside the door, 
She little thought they’d meet no more. 
I thought it was a sad disgrace, 

In different rooms to see them placed. 

It’s cruel and shameful you must own, 


To let them pine and die alone. i ! 








TE oa Ra 
Where is now the metry party, 
T remember long ago ; 
Laughing round the Christmas fire, 
Brighten’d by its ruddy glow ; 
Or in summer’s balmy evenings, 
In the field upon the hay? 
They have‘all dispers’d and wander’d 
Far away, far away, 7 
They have all dispers’d and wander'd, 
Far away, far away. 











Some are gone to lands far distant 
And with strangers made their home, 
Some upon the world of waters 
All their lives are fore’d to roam ; 
Some are gone from us for ever, 
Longer here they might not stay— 
They have reached a fairer region 


Far away, far away. 


There are still some few remaining 
Who rétiind ug of the past, 
But they change as all.things change here, 
Nothing in this world can last. 
Years roll on, and pass\for ever, 
What is coming who han say 4 
Ere this closes many may be 
Far away, far away. | 
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